The Rifle Range

The central part of the old barracks communicated with the
rifle range by means of a very long vaulted corridor. The
seven condemned men entered it one by one, flanked by soldieis
of an S.S. unit. Gerbier found himself approximately in the middle
of the line. The student was in the lead and the peasant came
last. The condemned men advanced slowly. They still carried the
shackles on their feet The corridor had no outside openings.
Electric globes at regular intervals filled it with a confused light
The shadows of the condemned men and those of their armed
guards formed a gigantic and vacillating escort on the walls. In
the resounding silence of the hallway the booted tread of the
soldiers made a deep, heavy sound, to which was added the clank-
ing of the chains of the condemned men and the scraping of their
shackles,                                          '

"It composes a kind of symphony/' said Gerbier to himself.
"I wish the chief could hear it."

Gerbier remembered the expression that had come over Luc
Jardie's face when he spoke about music. And Gerbier was almost
dazzled to come upon this face in the vaulted corridor. The chains
clanked. The irons scraped.

"It's really curious," said Gerbier to himself. "Our shackles
make me think of the chief. But for them . . . perhaps . . ."

And suddenly Gerbier thought,

"I'm an idiot."

He had just realised that any image and any sensation at that
moment would have brought him back to Luc Jardie by an un-
foreseen and inevitable detour.

"The word *love* has meaning for me only when it applies to
the chief. He means more to me than anything,'* said Gerbier to
himself. But it was then that an answer came to him from his
viscera, "More than anything and less than life."

The shadows danced, the shackles groaned.
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